QUEER ABOUT EGGS !
shrink again till it becomes a short novel—about an umbrella, for
instance, the best book Hugh Walpole ever gave us: "Mr. Perrin
and Mr, Traill": The elderly schoolmaster, Mr. Perrin, who
knew he was a failure; the young popular football Blue, Mr. Traill,
with all his career before him; they quarrelled ostensibly because
Mr. Traill borrowed Mr. Perrin's old umbrella without asking
him, but it spread and spread outwards till the whole school and
the whole teaching staff were involved, and it ended by the insanity
of hate and attempted murder, and the sanity of sacrifice and heroism
and death. It was an enlightening book, worth remembering
whenever one might be in danger of minding too much over the
umbrella's equivalent. And "Foe-Parrell", by Quiller-Couch:
that was more consciously a story of war reduced to scale; a story
with a moral. Foe was fundamentally a bad man, Farrell funda-
mentally a good man. They quarrelled . . . and gradually so that
you could hardly perceive what was happening, Farrell became a
bad man too; as bad as Foe. And because each was obsessed by
hate, with everything else cut out that might make a difference
between them, and because hate is a common denominator, they
ended as the same man: Foe-FarrelL
Casus belli: I was once sitting between a happily married pair,
and I asked the husband his opinion of a certain oook; he replied
lightly: "Oh, I hadn't time to finish it. My wife reads much
quicker than I do and, always sends back the library books before
I'm half-way through." It may be simply because I am a novelist,
but I seemed aware of just a tiny splinter in his voice which should
not have been there; of a cloud no bigger than a man's hand.
I visualized him coming home after a harassing day's work and
looking forward so happily to picking up that Interesting Novel;
opening it at the chapter where he had reluctantly broken off late
last night in bed . . . "What are you looking for, Harry 2 Your
book * Oh, I sent it back this morning with mine. I'd finished
both, and you weren't a quarter way through. I've never known
anyone read so slowly . . ." And a week later: "My dear, please,
if you could manage to control your lust for sending books back
to the library, let me find this one at home till I've finished it,
otherwise" he might add pleasantly, "I might murder you!"
And ripples of laughter: "Oh Harry darling, of cottrsel I can
keep on changing only mine. I'm sorry I was so impatient last
time," "All right, my fault for being such an old plodder!"
(They would both still be amiable at this stage.) Now let us
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